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Winter, 1962 
To mull too much 
Just why things are just so 
And where we all are headed, where and why: 
I even read the Bible. 
This way, of course, I tend 
To pass the days, end on end, 
With fore- and backward seeing. 
You probably can't see just how 
I have time left for here and now. 
But then this way I tend 
(Perhaps a bit too much) 
To be a human being. 
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Is it warm inside? And does the blood still course 
Within the complex, tawny, golden brain 
So long concealed beneath the gray and dun? 
And gray and dun so deeply inlaid 
With bright patines of clotted blood 
That earth cannot receive the flood 
Of added gore that mankind made. 
But is it warm? Can I expect to lie 
In proper cosmic heat? And will the cold 
I lie in now dissolve and thaw me free? 
O tawny, golden brain and hand, 
I come to join you there inside. 
Absurdity of self I'll hide 
In warmth. Good-bye, fast-frozen land. 
